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am	 a	 Senior	 English	 and	 Linguistics	 major.	 I	
participated	 in	 the	 Gaines	 Fellowship	 and	 the	
Honors	 Program.	 I	 received	 The	 John	 Spalding	
Gatton	 Provost’s	 Scholarship	 in	 the	 Arts	 and	 Sci-
ences	 and	 was	 inducted	 into	 Phi	 Beta	 Kappa.	 Next	
year	 I	 will	 teach	 English	 as	 a	 Second	 Language	 in	
a	 small	 town	 in	 Austria	 via	 the	 Fulbright	 Program.
I	worked	on	these	chapters	under	the	mentorship	
of	 Jane	 Vance	 and	 Kim	 Edwards	 and	 I	 am	 eternally	
indebted	 to	 them	 for	 their	 wisdom,	 patience,	 and	 willingness	 to	 give	
feedback	about	crappy	writing	 long	enough	for	said	writing	 to	become	
slightly	less	crappy.








































You	 could	 also	 say	 that	 I	 was	 a	 disturbed	
former-computer	gamer	whose	character	was	killed	
and	deleted	 in	an	online	game	called	PenultiQuest	
and	who	had	quit	 his	 job	 and	burned	his	 bridges	
in	Lexington,	Kentucky	so	that	he	could	dress	up	in	
sheet-metal	to	journey	across	country	to	PQCon,	the	









































to	keep	my	guard	up	at	 all	 times,	 so	 I	 simply	paced	







as	 I	 removed	 my	 helm,	 a	 silver	 spray-painted	 bike	
helmet	 supplemented	by	 scrap	metal.	My	months	 as	























































and,	 for	 a	 brief	 time,	 the	 most	 powerful	 character	



























































































































“Well	 for	 Padrupiter’s	 sake,	 consult	 your	 tome!	









work	 to	 get	 to	 this	 level	 of	 strength	 and	 experience.	
a n d r e W  c r o W n - W e B e ro n l y  a  g a m e













































































mouth,	 panting	 like	 an	 idling	 engine.	The	 conductor	
seated	in	the	beast’s	brain	stared	at	me	with	a	smirk	
of	amusement
















My	armor	 clinked	and	 clanged	as	 I	 rounded	 the	
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I	reached	into	his	coat	to	grab	the	book,	took	hold	of	
my	arm	and	pulled	his	way	up	it’s	length	to	bite	at	my	






























And	 I	was	back	on	 the	bus	before	 the	 timer	 ran	
out	and	the	whale	closed	its	sideways	grin	and	began	
its	 leviathan	swim	and	 the	world	gave	a	 resplendent	
























































There	 was	 simply	 staring	 in	 the	 brief	 moments	










“You	 fucking	 embarrassed	my	 little	 sister	 you	
little	 shit.	 You	know	what,	 though?	You	hurt	 her,	
I	 hurt	 you.”	Another	 slam	on	 the	 ‘you,’	 this	 time	
my	 limp	head	flopped	back	and	met	 the	 sharp	edge	
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my	 retreating	genitals.	 In	 the	midst	of	my	 tightening	



































ing	clicked	on:	“…it’s like we were meant to be here, you 
know? I mean I have always like, I mean, like, loved, 
LOVED you, loved you so much ever since we were just 
kids before I even had pubic hair, but don’t worry I do now 
and I bet you do too well of course you do because girls 
become women before guys become men but Samantha 
SAMANTHA I want you to make me a man because, 
because you’re the reason people play the cool game and 



















that	 hypothetical,	 as	 hypotheticals	 are	 wont	 to	 do,	

























Having	now	 received	 a	 direct	 question	 from	my	























Now	 I	 am	aware	 that	memory	of	 the	past	 often	








own.	Gash,	 in	seizing	me,	had	seized	 the	day.	Carpe 
freshman!	 	 Especially	when	 said	 carpe-ing	magnifies	
your	status	as	untouchable	badass.






















































I	 calculated	 spontaneity,	 faked	naturalness,	was	
earnestly	nonchalant.	I	worked	hard	to	take	it	easy.























Alone	with	new	people,	 I	 searched	 for	Patrick	
and	Tommy,	wandering	through	a	room	full	of	girls	
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From	across	 the	 room	came	a	burst	 of	 laugh-
ter.	Gash	had	a	 laugh	 like	an	ambulance	at	night:	
You	couldn’t	help	hearing	it	and	you	had	to	decide	


















I	made	another	note:	 It	wasn’t	cool	 to	drink	 too	
much.	 I	 shuddered	 imaging	myself	 such	 a	 ridiculed	
spectacle.
“Two…”	 grunted	 Gash,	 his	 smiling	 face	 daring	




































“Hey	 Sam,”	 yelled	 Ashley.	 “Hey,	 do	 you	 know	
these	guys?”
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